SOUTHERN JAFURA	77
I issued from my tent at the supper call. The Southern Cross
stood upright and Spica shone from the meridian, while
Antares twinkled hazily from the upraised head of the Scor-
pion in the south-east. A light mist enveloped the camp and
there was dew upon the ground, though less than there had
been in the coastal tract. We started off at 8 a.m. and I rode
with 'Ali and Salih. How far now, think you, I asked, to
Jabrin ? Three days, replied 'Ali; yes, three days or two days
—or two days. God knows. And Salih sought to entertain
me with instructive information about his own tribe and
country. Our origin, but God is all-knowing, is from the
Qahtan, they say, for we reckon Ghuwainim al Zahri as the
ancestor-of the Manasir and he was of Qahtan; but we are of
the Nasara of old, the Christians, whence our name. Surely
there is something written of that in the books of the Franks.
I agreed that the similarity of names supported the tradition.
Several times, he continued, I have seen the consuls at Mas-
qat, for we had a dole prescribed for us formerly from the
Sultan's treasury, but now our resort is only to Ibn Sa'ud.
Buraimi is of the Manasir—full of the mansions of our Shaikhs
who settled there under the Wahhabi government. But we
are not of the Wahhabi religion, not Hanbali but Maliki. Yet
there is little difference between us, God knows, though we
only shorten the prayers when travelling without combining
them as do the Wahhabis. We pray the five times each day
separately and we stand for prayer with our hands loose at
our sides, not joined over our bellies. But that is all the
difference. I noticed, however, that Humaid conformed to
our practice or Salih's indifferently. Perhaps he thought
little of such minor distinctions, for he was a philosopher.
Both he and Salih, when performing the formal dry ablu-
tions before prayer, took up a handful of sand to bless with a
kiss. You should see our settlements of Dhafra, continued
Salih, where you may ride for three days among palm-groves
and villages. Before them the gravel plain stretches un-
broken to the sea and behind us are the sands—waves and
billows like this Jafura but better pastures. I have crossed
them to Muqshin, where once we raided the 'Awamir. It is a
ten days' journey across the sands, whither we go with our

